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asleep with her head upon her arm. She had
heard from afar the distant sounds of the contending
forces, but there was none to tell her of the result of
the fight, for the guardians of her captivity had
left her. At last, wearied but not altogether un-
happy, she had sunk into a restful'slumber.

She was roused from pleasant dreaming by a
feeling that she was not alone, and, opening her
eyes, saw the Son of the Wind standing near her
couch.

" Pearl of Living Creatures/' she cried, " thou
hast news of Rama my lord ? " Then, overwrought
with fear and watching, she burst into tears.

" Weep not, my Princess," said the kindly
creature. " Rama is victorious. Ravana is dead."

" And my lord is here ? " she cried, clasping her
hands to her breast, " and I shall see my lord ? "

" He will send at sunrise," said Hanuman, " for
the battlefield is dark with blood and no fit spectacle
for the eyes of a tender princess."

" At sunrise he will send," she said half to her-
self, again and again looking at the kindly Monkey
before her whose ugliness seemed transformed by
the unselfish service he had rendered to the cause
of Right and Virtue. But his nature was unchanged
and he begged permission from the princess to enter
Lanka and avenge her still further upon its in-
habitants.

Sita clapped her hands and broke into merry
laughter. " Trouble them not, poor things," she
said gently. " I have no desire that any creature,